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Beginnings 


Author's Notes: 
Another stab at GNR-fic. ve been bitten by the bug! Let me know what you think, friends. 


When he looked back on it, Slash could not believe that he had been the one to start it all - that he had had 
the audacity to start such a ridiculous thing, whatever you might call it. A tryst? A love affair? Did it need to 
be called anything, or was it just - like so many things from his drug-infused youth - hazy and indeterminate? 
He couldn't say. All he knew was that it was his fault because he started it and he would never be able to 
disavow his part of the blame because he had started if. Goddamnit. And maybe this - this - was why he 
could also never leave the whole stupid ordeal behind, why it seemed to ferment deep inside of his brain, lying 
dormant for long stretches of time until it would suddenly well up, usually just when he was starting to feel 
pretty good about things. Mostly it would bring him embarrassment; the thought would strike suddenly and he 


would freeze on the spot, as if he were confronting his yourger self. 
"Why?" he would scream, never aloud. "What the hell are you thinking? What are you doing?!" 


Slash could deal with the embarrassment, though. After all, he had done a lot of embarrassing things in his 


life, and most of them were a lot more public than this What he found most worrying was not the shame, but 
the strange welling of pride that accompanied it. It was a tiny thing but it was nonetheless detectable and 
sometimes Slash would lay awake at night, considering it with disdain and even self-disgust. The pride, he 


realized, meant that perhaps - just maybe - if he were given a chance to do it all again, he wouldn't change a 


thing. 


They were sharing that stupid house-that-was-really-a-storage-closet, but Slash didn’t think it was so bad. 
There were parties every night, things were really starting to come together with the band, and as long as he 
could keep Axl a good couple miles of LA traffic away from his grandmother's couch, he wasn't such a 
troublesome roommate at all. Kind of nice, even, if you didn't mind the fact that the guy wouldn't shut up. 
They had gotten into a sort of routine where in the morning, after everyone had left or passed out or been 
arrested or whatever, they would both climb into the loft bed that Izzy and Steven made them. Ostensibly 
they did this with the intention of going to sleep, but Slash figured there must have been some 
miscommunication, because Axl never went to sleep. He lay on his back in the dim light and rambled 
incoherently about the band and some slut he fucked and his childhood in Indiana, and all the assholes he'd 


known there. If his accounts were true, it appeared that most of the people Axl had ever known were assholes. 


To his credit, Slash listened to everything, even if he sometimes appeared to be asleep. He knew this because 
even with all the drugs and booze he could distinctly remember that period of his life being punctuated with 
troubled, frantic nightmares involving cows and stepfathers and Sunday School, none of which he knew much 
about. He began to regard this version of Axl as a vague dream entity, not a real person but a strange ghost 
that came around in the morning, stitched together with neuroticism and fear instead of bone and sinew. When 
he spoke, he used words like empty chests to store frenzied emotion Slash wanted to pet him like a cat but he 


could never muster the energy, and he guessed that Axl would claw out his eyes if he ever tried. 


He didn't realize it had become a ritual until he broke it, by fucking some Sunset Strip chick up in the loft past 
the allotted night time party hours. Axl let him know. 


"You fucker!" 


Slash looked up and experienced a jolt of alarm when he noticed Axl positioned upright on the ladder, glowering 
down at him. 


"We have to fucking go to bed, you shit!" 


"Whaaa?" He was having trouble understanding the urgency, or anything that was going on at all, for that 
matter. Axl rolled his eyes and turned to the chick, grabbing her arm. 


"You have to go now," he said. 


"Hey Axl," said Slash blearily, "I'm kind of in the middle of something.” 


He must have been too far gone to sense the approaching danger, because the violence of Axl's tone caught 


him off guard. 


"Fuck!" he screamed, hopping down from the loft and pacing the tiny room. "Why are you so fucking 


irresponsible? I'm not going to have you passing out during our fucking rehearsal later, okay Slash?" 
"Okay, okay." Slash sat up and scratched his head, surveying the tiny room before redirecting his attention to 
the groupie. How was he supposed to know it was morning? There were no windows in the room. Only a tiny 


amount of light filtered in below the slatted metal door. 


He squeezed the girl's ass. "Hey, let's finish this later, okay?" What was her name again? Mandi or Candi or 


something? Whatever. She'd find him. 

She had known it was coming before he spoke and was already reaching groggily for her dress. 
"What is he, your wife?" she asked, annoyed 

"| dunno," Slash said "Hey Axl, are you my wife?" 

"Im not your fucking wife, Slash: 

"Okay" 


The girl slid open the door and the sudden burst of sunlight made Slash's head hurt. Then she was gone and it 


was dark again - gloriously dark. 

"Put some fucking pants on," came Axl's voice from the room below. 

"What?" 

"I'm not sleeping up there unless you put some goddamn pants on," 

Part of him wanted to say okay, good, so don't sleep up here. But as obnoxious as Axl was being, he couldn't 
rouse much irritation, or think to do anything but comply. Who cared, really? He sat up and wriggled back into 
his pants. 

"You're lucky you're my wife," Slash said. "I don't put on pants for fucking anyone, you know." 

Axl had climbed up to the loft bed again "I'm not your wife," he said, scowling. He crawled on top of the bed 


and lay down on his back next to Slash like he did every morning, rigid and tense as a board, staring up at the 


ceiling. 


"What are you doing?" Slash asked 

"What do you mean what am | doing? lim going to sleep, you asshole.” 
"Okay" Slash giggled 

"What's so goddamn funny?" 


"Just that you're my wife." He propped himself up on his elbow to watch Axl's face twitch and contort in 


irritation. Slash loved how much it annoyed him. 


"Shut the fuck up," Axl growled, still rigid and immobile, staring at the ceiling instead of making eye contact 


even as Slash's face hovered above his, impishly amused. 


Without warning, Slash rolled over, landing on top of Axl and pulling him against his chest. He giggled again, 
grazing Axl's earlobe with his teeth. 


What had he expected? In truth he had acted almost instinctively, without thinking at all - never a good thing 
to do, he now knew - but if he had taken the time to ponder his action beforehand, he would have guessed 
that Axl would scream and throw him off - maybe even throw a tantrum or try to fight. He could be that 
explosive when he got into one of his moods. Slash certainly wouldn't have expected him to remain stock still, 
stiff and inflexible, as if he were playing dead. He pressed his lips against Axl's jaw and nibbled, trying to elicit a 
response - and suddenly, almost imperceptibly, he felt Axl relax against his body as if he were made of 
modeling clay and had just needed to be pushed into place. He shifted slightly against Slash, so they were facing 


each other, and before he could register what was going on, Axl was kissing him. 


It wasn't so bad. No, like most weird things, it was kind of nice. Slash had never given much thought to kissing 
another guy, but Axl wasn't altogether unlike the girl he'd been with earlier that night. Skinny, long hair... All 
the same. Axl had nothing in the chest department, which was a drawback, but on the other hand he liked the 
knowledge that it was Axi that somehow - miraculously - he had both shut him up and calmed him down. He 
pretended to be some sort of mystic, voodoo healer, feeling Axl grow pliant and tranquil beneath his hands. 


And so just like that the talking days were over, because this was much better, and gone were the strange, 
troublesome dreams about Axl's past life in Indiana. Every morning when the party ended they would climb into 
the loft and grope each other for a few hours, after which they would both sleep like logs. Slash didn't give 
the whole thing a lot of thought, but when he did dwell on it, all he could think was that it was a genius idea 
and he should have thought of sooner. Sometimes it was nice to look at Axl sleep; Slash had never seen him so 
calm before. When the mood seized him he would pull Axl close and entwine his fingers in the red tendrils of 


hair, consumed with a strange emotion that was almost like tenderness. 


Axl always woke up first and made little effort to keep quiet, clambering down from the loft and busying 
himself by inspecting the various instruments - as if he actually played one and needed to make an important 
and loud adjustment that could not wait. When Slash sat up in bed, Axl would regard him with irritation: "You're 


up," he'd say coldly, and continue with his pointless task until the other guys showed up. With the band, things 
were mostly the same except maybe that Axl looked at him less, but he didn't mind because without realizing 
it he had begun to look forward to those peaceful early mornings -- and the ghost Axl who inhabited them, 


who only he could soothe. 


Like the first time, it took a floozy from the Strip to make him realize how entrenched they were in the ritual. 
When he heard the voice - "What the fuck, Slash?" - he cringed. 


"Somethin's wrong?" the girl cooed. 

"Shit," he said. "No. Shit. It's just my fucking wife." 

"You didn't say you were married," she giggled, slurring her words. 
"Yeah, well | am," he said, sitting up. "Listen, | think you'd better go." 


She was a good natured drunk and left without complaint, although he could sense her disappointment as she 
climbed down from the loft and pushed open the door. 


"She left!" Slash called to Axl, as if the room wasn't eight feet big and he didn't already know. His most recent 
fifth of JD was still swirling through his blood and around his brain, and he felt cheerful. He rolled onto his 
side and watched Ax expectantly, but he didn't move. 


"You're such a shit," he mumbled. 


"Hey, what's the problem?" Axl said nothing. "Is it ‘cos | told her you're my wife? ‘Cos | know you're not my 


wife, okay." 

No response. 

"Hey, come on up." 

Axl stared at his feet, clenching and unclenching his fists. What was he so mad about? Reluctantly, Slash 
climbed down from the loft and approached him, reaching out and tilting up Axl's face so that their eyes met. 
They looked at each other for a moment, then Axl jerked away and looked back down at the ground. 


"Don't you even care," he asked, his voice faltering, "about Guns N' Roses?" 


Slash was struck with a wave of understanding, and in that moment he knew that although Axl was asking 
about Guns N' Roses, he was talking about himself. 


He considered it for a moment, then spoke the words that he would not realize until much later were damning. 
"Of course | care about Guns N' Roses," he said softly. "H's more important to me than any dumb slut” 
Axl studied him, his expression restless, and then he seemed to accept Slash's response. 


"Don't do that anymore," he muttered. "Just... don't do stupid shit, because we have to be ready to rehearse 


later, you know?" 


There was a solemnity to the moment, but at the same time Slash fought the urge to laugh as he pulled Axl 


against his chest. 
"Yeah," he said, "| know, you need your beauty sleep." 


"Shut up," Axl said, but his eyes were closed and he was smiling. 


